LOVE'S   FORCE

Will it suffice to say my sense, the beast,

Provok'd me to Jt?    Could I my soul divest,         20

My plea were good.    Lions and bulls commit

Both freely, but man must in judgment sit,

And tame this beast; for Adam was not free

When in excuse he said, Eve gave it me;

Had he not eaten, she perhaps had been               25

Unpunish'd: his consent made hers a sin.

LOVE'S FORCE

IN the first ruder age, when Love was wild,
Not yet by laws reclaimed, not reconciTd
To order, nor by Reason rnann'd, but flew
Full-summ'd by Nature, on the instant view
Upon the wings of Appetite, at all                            5

The eye could fair, or sense delightful call;
Election was not yet: but as their cheap
Food from the oak, or the next acorn-heap,
As water from the nearest spring or brook,
So men their undistinguished females took                10

By chance, not choice.    But soon the heavenly spark
That in man's bosom lurk'd broke through this dark
Confusion: then the noblest breast first felt
Itself for its own proper object melt.

A FANCY

MARK how this polish'd Eastern sheet

Doth with our Northern tincture meet,

For though the paper seem to sink,

Yet it receives and bears the ink;

And on her smooth soft brow these spots            5

Seem rather ornaments than blots;

Like those you ladies use to place

Mysteriously about your face,

Not only to set off and break

Shadows and eye-beams, but to speak               10

To the skill'd lover, and relate

Unheard his sad or happy fate.

Nor do their characters delight

As careless works of black and white;

But 'cause you underneath may find                 15

A sense that can inform the mind,